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Queen (in a low tone).

Ee silent!
Zawisch (loud).

With this precious guerdon armed

In place of armor, of all weapons bare,

A wanderer shall traverse I the world,

And herald, queen, your fame, and his, my king's,

Prepared to fight for you and him, and die!
(In a low voice and rapidly, while the queen, sash in hand,

bends over him.)

Let aged men take aged wives!   To youth

Shall youth be mated!

(The queen throws the sash to the ground.)

Ottolcar (calls).

Have you finished, there?

Zawisch (in a low voice).

His head shall fall if so be your command!

Ottolcar.

What say you?

Zawisch.

That the sash fell to the ground.

Queen (to the maid).

Hand me the sash!   If patience slowly wins,

Eash insolence may likewise reach its goal.

Here, take the sash, and fare you well, Sir Knight!

(She places the sash around his neck. As she "bends over him,
Zawisch seizes a riUbon tied to her sleeve. The how is un-
done, and the riblon falls to the ground. Zawisch "bends
quickly and picks it up.)

Queen.

The king, 0 Heavens!

(OttoJcar turns to her.)

Zawisch (who has risen and retired to the "background).

The queen, my gracious lord!

OttoJcar.

What is it, Kunigunde?   Your desire?y!
